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: ° t found in the basket had been given to me. I was|to Timothy, who was my Fidus Achales, and bosom 
= The Hournal of Belles Metres. ~ in wedlock—at least, so said that paper. ‘The sum| friend, that I really believe, partial as he was to me, he 
a4 ; left with me also proved that my parents could not, at my| wished my father at the devil. 
we From the London Metropolitan. birth, have been paupers. ‘The very peculiar circum-} Our shop was well appointed with all that glare and 
JAPHET, IN SEARCH OF A FATHER. stances attending my case, only made me more anxious] glitter with which we decorate the “ house of call” of 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “ PETER SIMPLE,” &c. to know my parentage. I was now old enough to be} disease and death. Being situated in such a thorough 

aware of the value of birth, and I was also just entering} fare, passengers would stop to look in, and ragged-vest- 

ArO- (Continued.) the age of romance, and many were the strange and|ed, and in other garments still more ragged, little boys 
on And now, that I have announced my promotion, it/absurd reveries in which I indulged, At one time, Ij would stand to stare at the variety of colours, and the 
has. will perhaps be as well that I give the reader some idea} would cherish the idea that I was of noble, if not prince-|'pottecary gentleman, your humble servant, who presided 
ray of my personal appearance, upon which I have hitherto] ly birth, and frame reasons for concealment. At others] over so many labelled-in-gold phalanxes which decorated 

: been silent. I was thin, between fifteen and sixteen|-—but it is useless to repeat the absurdities and castle] the sides of the shop. Among those who always stopped 
aud years old, very tall for my age, and of my figure I had] buildings which were generated in my brain from mys-| and gazed as she passed by, which was generally three 
no reason to be ashamed; a large beaming eye, and|tery. My airy fabrics would at last disappear, and leave|or four times a day, w&s a well-dressed female, about 
— strongly marked aquiline nose, a high forehead, fair inj me in allthe misery of doubt and abandoned hope. Mr.| forty years of age, straight as an arrow, with an elasti- 
ol, complexion, but with very dark hair. I was always|Cophagus, when the question was sometimes put to him,|city of step, and a decision in her manner of walking 
+ ed what may be termed a remarkably clean-looking boy,| would say, “Good boy—very good boy—don't want a] which was almost masculine, although her form, not- 

: from the peculiarity of my skin and complexion; my] father.” But he was wrong, I did want a fat’.er; and] withstanding that it was tall and thin, was extremely 
— teeth were small, but were transparent, and I had a very|every day the want became more pressing, and I found| feminine and graceful. Sometimes: she would fix her 
arles deep dimple in my chin. Like all embryo apothecaries,} myself continually repcating the question, “ Who is my|cyes upon me, and there was: wildness in her looks, 

. I carried in my appearance, if not the look of wisdom, | father?” which certainly gave a painful impression, and at the 
glish most certainly {hat of self-sufficiency, which does equally) ‘The departure of Mr. Brookes of course rendered me}same time so fascinated me, that when I met her gaze, 

‘. well with the world in general. My forehead wasjmore able to follow up with Timothy my little profes-|the paper which contained the powder remained unfold. 
hia sinooth, and very white, and my dark locks were combed | sional attempts to procure pocket money ; but indepen-|ed, and the arm which was pouring out the liquid sus- 
; back systematically, and with a regularity that said, as} dent of thes, pillagings by the aid of puls, and making] pended. She was often remarked by ‘Timothy, as well 
Le- plainly as hair could do, “ The owner of this does every | drafts upon dur master’s legitimate profits, by the assist-|as me ; and we further remarked, that her step was not 

— thing by prescription, measurement, and rule.” With] ance of draughts from his shop, accident shortly enabled| equal throughout the day. In her latter peregrinations, 
my long fingers I folded up the little packets, with an} me to raise the ways and means in a more rapid manner.| towards the evening, her gait was more vigorous, but 
air as thoughtful and imposing as that of a minister who] But of this directly. In the mean time I was fast gain-| unequal, at the same time that her gaze was more stead- 
has just presented a protocol as interminable as unintel-| ing knowledge ; every evening I read surgical and medi-|fast. She usually passed the shop for the last time each 

mesantg ligible ; and the look of solemn sagacity with which I} cal books, put into my hands by Mr. Cophagus, who ex-| day, about five o’clock in the afternoon. One evening, 
ay $4 red out the contents of one vial into the other, would] plained whenever I applied“to him, and I soon obtained|after we had watched her past as we supposed, to return 

y for in well become the king’s physician, when he watched} a very fair smattering of my profession. He also taught|no more till the ensuing morning, for this peeping in, on 

"earl, the “ lord’s anointed” in articulo mortis. me how to bleed, by making me, in the first instance,| her part, had become an expected occurrence, and afford. 

esent As I followed up my saturnine avocations, I generally | »uncture very scientifically all the larger veins of a cab-| cd much amusement to Timothy, who designated her as 
ings. had an open book on the counter beside me; not a mar-, bage-leaf, until well satisfied with the delicacy of my|the “mad woman,” to our great surprise, and to the 
pative ble-covered, dirty volume, from the Minerva press, or aj hand, and the precision of my eye, he wound up my in-| alarm of Timothy, who sprung over the counter, and took 

7 half-bound, half-guinea’s worth of Colburn’s fashionable] structions by permitting me to breathe a vein in his ownja position by my side, she walked into the shop. Her 

is OZ- trash; but a. good, honest, heavy-looking, wisdom-imply-] arm. eye appeared wild, as usual, but I could not make out 
ing book, horribly stuffed with epithet of drug; a book} “ Well,” said Timothy, when he first saw me practis-|that it was insanity; I rather ascribed it to religious 

g for in which Latin words were redundant, and here and} ing, “1 have often heard it said, that there's no getting} fanaticism. I recovered my self-possession, and desired 

pendi- there were to be observed the crabbed characters of] blood out of a turnip; but it seems there is more chance|Timothy to hand the lady a chair, begging to know in 
oy the Greek. Altogether, with my book and my look, I cut/in a cabbage. I tell you what, Japhet, you may try| what way I could be useful. ‘Timothy walked round by 

y, &e. such a truly medical appearance, that even the most} your hand upon me as much as you please, for two-pence) the end of the counter, pushed a chair near to her, and 

Ms guarded would not have hesitated to allow me the sole}a go,” then made a hasty retreat to his former position. She 

joston, conduct of a whitlow, from inflammation to suppuration,| 1 consented to this arrangement, and by dint of prac-}declinéd the chair with a motion of her hand, in which 
young and from supparation to care, or have refused to have} tising on Timothy over and over again, I became quite|there was much dignity, as well as grace, and placing 
ry ac confided to me the entire suppression of a gumboil.| perfect. I should here observe, that my anxiety relative} upon the counter her hands, which were snail and beau- 
Such were my personal qualifications at the time, that I] to my birth increased every day, and in one of the books) tifully white, she bent forward towards me, and said, in 
was raised to the important office of dispenser of, I may|lent me by Mr. Cophagus, there was a dissertation upon|a sweet, low voice, which actually startled me by its 

say, life and death. the human frame, sympathies, antipathies, and also on| depth of melody, “ I am very ill.” 
It will not surprise the reader when I tell him that I| those features and peculiarities most likely to descend) My astonishment increased every moment. Why, I 

‘ was much noticed by those who came to consult, or talk| from one generation to another. It was there asserted,| know not, because the exceptions are certainly as many 

ome with Mr. Cophagus. “A very fine looking lad that, Mr.|that the nose was the facial feature most likely to be|as the general rule, we always form an estimate of the 
terest. Cophagus,” an acquaintance would say. “ Where did] transmitted from father to son. As I befure have men-| voice before we hear it, from the outward appearance of 
ements you get him—who is his father ?” tioned, my rose was peculiarly aquiline ; and after I had| the speaker; and when I looked up in her face, which 
~ the “Father !” Mr. Cophagus would reply, when they had] read this book, it was surprising with what eagerness I} was now exposed to the‘ylare of the argand lamp, and 
‘ap! gained the back parlour, but I could overhear him,| examined the facesof those whom I met ; and if I saw a| witnessed the cadaverous, pale, chalky expression on it, 
geek “ father, um—can’t tell—love’concealment—child born—| nose upon a man’s face, at all resembling my own, I}and the crow feet near the eyes, and wrinkles on her 
Of i foundling hospital—put out—and so on.” immediately would wonder and surmise whether that} forehead, I should have sooner expected to have heard a 
of the This was constantly occurring, and the constant oc-| person could be my father. The constant dwelling upon| burst of heavénly symphony from a thunder-cloud, than 
ourable currence made me often reflect upon my condition,| the subject at last created a species of monomania, and a} such music as issued from her parted lips. 
ervades which otherwise I might, from the happy and even tenor] hundred times a day I would mutter to myself,“ Whois| “Good heavens, madam !” said I, eagerly and respeet- 
get Li of my life, have forgotten. When I retired to my bed I| my father?” indeed, the very bells, when they rung aj fully, “@low me to send for Mr. Cophagus.” ° 
dsorhmwn would revolve in my mind all that I had gained from| peal, seemed, as in the case of Whittington, to chime] “By no means,” replied she. “I come to you. I am 
r of the the governors of the hospital relative to myself. The} the question, and at last I talked so much on the subject] aware,” continued she, in an under tone, “ that you dis- 
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pense medicines, give advice, and receive money your-| friends, and I also know that you deserve them. You 
must purchase books, you must study, or you never will 
I felt very much agitated, and the blush of detection| be a great man.” She then sat down, entered into con- 
Timothy, who heard | versation, and I was struck with the fire and vigour of 
the remarks which were uttered in such a melodious 


self.” 


mounted up to my forehead. 


what she said, showed his uneasiness in a variety of gro-| 


tesque ways. He drew up his legs alternately, as if he 
were dancing on hot plates; he slapped his pockets, 


me, “ She has heen peeping and screwing those eyes of 
hers into this shop for something. It’s all up with both 
of us, unless you can buy her off.” 

“I have, madam,’” said I at last, “ ventured to pre- 
scribe in some trivial cases, and, as you say, receive mo- 
ney when my master is not here; but I am entrusted 
with the till.” 

“I know—I know—you need not fear me. You are 
too modest. What I would request is, that you would 
prescribe for me, as I have no great opinion of your 
master’s talents.” 

“If you wish it, madam,” said ', bowing respectfully. 

“ You have camphor julep ready made up, have you 
not?” ‘ 

“ Yes, madam,” replied I, 

»n do me the favour to send the boy with a bottle 
2 as directly.” I handed down the bottle, she 
paid for it, and putting it into ‘Timothy’s bands, desired 
him to take it to the direction which she gave hit. 
Timothy put on his hat, cocked bis eye at me, and left 
us alone. 

“ What is your name ?” said she, in the same melodi- 
ous voice, 

“ Japhet Newland, madatm,” replied T. 

“ Japhet—it is a good, & Seriptural name,” said the 
lady, musing in half soliloquy, * Newland—that sounds 
of mammon.” 

“Thia mystery is unraveled,” thought I, and T was 
right in my conjectures. “She is some fanatical metho- 
dint ;" but Tonkod at her again, and her dress disclaimed 
the idea, for in it there wan much taste displayed, 

“Who guve you that name ?” said she, after a pause, 

The question was simple enough, but it stirred up a 
howt of annoying recollections; bat not wishing to make 
a confidant of her, I gently replied, ax 1 used to do in the 
Foundling Hospital on Sunday morning" My god. 
fathers and godmothers in my baptiven, ma'am,” 

“ My dear air, I am very ill,” waid nhe, afler a pause, 
# will you feel my pulse?” 

J touched a wrist, and looked at a hand that was wor. 
thy of betng admired, What a pity, thought 1, that she 
should be old, ugly, and half crazy ! 

“Do you not think that this pulse of mine exhibits 
considerable nervoua excitement? I reckoned it this 
morning, it was at a hundred and twenty,” 

“It certainly beats quick,” replied I, “but, perhaps, 
the camphor julep may prove beneficial,” 

“T thank you for your advice, Mr, Newland,” said 
she, laying down a guinea, “and if fT am not better, I 
will call again, or send for you. Good night.” 

She walked out of the shop, leaving me in no small 
astonishmont. What could she mean? I was lost in 
reverie, when Timothy returned, ‘The guinea remained 
on the counter, : 

“TI imet her going home,” said he. “ Bless me—a 
guinea—why, Japhet!” 1 recounted all that had passed. 
“ Well, then, it has turned out well for us, instead of ill 
as I expected.” 

T'he us reminded me that we shared profits on these 
occasions, and I offered Timothy his half; but Tim, with 
all his espiéglerie, was not selfish, and he stoutly refused 
to take his share. He dubbed me an M. D., and said I 
had beat Mr. Cophagus already, for he had never taken 
a a fee. 

“T cannot understand it, Timothy,” said I, after a few 
minutes’ thought. 

“T can,” replied Timothy. “She has looked in at the 
window until she has fallen in love with your handsome 
face; that’s it, depend upon it.” As I could find no other 
cause, and Tim’s opinion was backed by my own vanity, 
I imagined that such must be the case. “ Yes, tis so,” 
continued Timothy, “ as the saying is, there’s money bid 
for you.” 

“I wish that it had not been by so ill-favoured 2 per- 
son, at all events, Tim,” replied I ;.“I cannot return her 
affection.” 

“ Never mind that, so long as you don’t return the mo- 


ney.” 

The next evening she made her appearance, bought as 
before a bottle of camphor julep—sent Timothy home 
with it, and asking my advice, paid me another guinea. 

“ Really, madam,” said I, putting it back towards her, 
“T am not entitled to it.” 

“ Yes, you are,” replied she. “{ know you have no 


Her visits, during a month, were constant, and every 
grinned, clenched his fists, ground his teeth, and bit his | time did she press upon me a fee. Although not in love 
lips till he made the blood come. At last he sidled up to| with her person, I certainly felt very grateful, and, more- 








tone. 


over, was charmed with the superiority of her mind. 
We were now on the most friendly and confiding terms. 
One evening, she said to me, “ Japhet, we have now been 
friends some time. Can I trust you ?” 

“ With your life, if it were necessary,” replied I. 

“T believe it,” said she. “Then can you leave the 
shop and come to me to-morrow evening ?” 

“ Yes, if you will send your maid for me, saying that 
you are not well.” 

“T will, at eight o'clock. Farewell, then, till to-mor- 
row.” 

The next evening I left 'Fimothy in charge, and re- 
paired to her house ; it was very respectable in outward 
appearance, as well as its furniture. I was not, however, 
shown up into the first floor, but into the room below. 

“Miss Judd will come directly, sir,” said a tall, mea- 
gre, puritanical looking maid, shutting the door upon me. 
In a few minutes, during which my pulse beat quick, for 
[ could not but expect sonie disclosure ; whether it was 
to be one of love or murder, I hardly knew which. Miss 
Aramathea Judd, for such was her Christian name, made 
her appearance, and sitting down on the sofa, requested 
me to take a seat by her. 

“ Mr. Newland,” said she, “I wish to—and I think I 
can—entrust you with a secret most important to me. 
Why I am obliged to do it, you will pertectly compre- 
hond when you have heard my story. ‘Tell me, are you 
attached to me?" 

This was a home question to a forward lad of sixteen, 
I took her by the hand, and when T looked down on it, I 
fult as if Twas, 1 looked up into her face, and felt that 
I was not. And as L now was close to her, I perceived 
that she must have some aromatic drug in her mouth, ax 
it smelt strongly—this gave me the supposition that the 
breath, which drew such melodious tones, was not equally 
aweet, and T felt a certain inereased degree of dinguat, 

“Tam very grateful, Mise Judd," replied £5" T hope 
T shall prove that Tam attached when you confide in 
me," 

“ Swear, then, by all that's sacred, you will not reveal 
what I do confide.” 

* Ty all that's sacred I will not," replied I, kissing her 
hand with more fervour than I expected trom myself, 

* Do me then the favour to excuse me one minute,” 
She left the room, and in a very short tine, there re. 
turned, in the same dress, imevery other point the same 
person, but with a young and lively face of not more, ap- 
parently, than twenty-two or twenty-three years old, I 
started as if I had seen an upparition, ‘ Yes," said she, 
smiling, * you now see Argmathea- Judd without dis. 
guise ; and you are the first who has seen that face for 
more than two years, Before I proceed further, again J 
say, may I trust you—swear !" 

“I do swear,” replied I, and took her hand for the 
book, which this time IL kissed with pleasure, over and 
over again, Like a young jackass as I was, I still re- 
tained her hand, throwing as much persuasion. as I pos- 
sibly could in my eyes. In fact, I did enough to have 
softened the hearts of three bonnet-makers. I began to 
feel most dreadfully in love, and thought of marriage, and 
making my fortune, and I don’t know what; but all this 
was put an end to by one simple short sentence, delivered 
in a very decided but soft voice, “ Japhet, don’t be silly.” 

{1 was crushed, and all my hopes crushed with me. I 
dropped her hand, and sat like a fool. 

“ And now hear me. I am, as you must have already 
found out, an impostor ; that is, I am what is called a re- 
ligious adventuress—a new term, I grant, and perhaps 
only applicable to a very few. My aunt was considered, 
by a certain sect, to be a great prophetess, and had the 
gift of the unknown tongues, which I hardly need tell 
you, is all nonsense; nevertheless, there are hundreds 
who believed in her, and do so now. Brought up with 
my aunt, I soon found out what fools and dupes may be 
made of mankind by taking advantage of their credulity. 
She had her religious inspiratians, her trances, and her 
convulsions, and I was always behind the scenes: she 
confided in me, and I may say that I was her only con- 
fidant. You cannot, therefore, wonder at my practising 
that deceit to which I have been brought up from almost 
my infancy. In person I am the exact counterpart of 
what my aunt was at my age, equally so in figure, al- 
though my figure is now disguised to resemble that of a 


perceived that by carrying. the bones of her stays up very 
high, she had contrived to give an appearance of flatness 
to a breast, which seemed to swell with indignation at 
such treatment. “TI often had dressed myself in m 
aunt’s clothes, put on her cap and front, and then the re- 
semblance was .very striking. My aunt fell sick and 
died ; but she promised the disciples that she would re- 
appear to them, and they believed her. I did not. She 
was buried, and by many her return was’ anxiously ex- 
pected. It occurred to me about a week afterwards that 
I might contrive to deceive them. I dressed in my 
aunt’s clothes, I painted and disguised my face as yon 
have seen, and the deception was complete, even to my- 
self, as I sarveyed myself in the glass. I boldly set off 
in the evening to the tabernacle, which I knew 

still frequented—came into the midst of them, speaking 
in the unknown tongue, and they féll down and wor- 
shipped me as a prophetess risen from the dead; de- 
ceived, indeed, by my appearance, but still more deceived 
by their own credulity. For two years I have been om- 
nipotent with them; but there is one difficulty which 
shakes the faith of the new converts, and new converts I 
must have, Japhet, as the old ones die, or I should not 
be able to fee my physician. It is this, by habit I can 
almost throw myself into a stupor or a convulsion, but to 
do that effectually, to be able to carry on the deception 
for so long a time, and to undergo the severe fatigue at- 
tending such violent exertion, it is necessary that I have 
recourse to stimulants—do you understand ?” 

“I do,” replied 1; “I have more than once thought 
you under the influence of them towards the evening. 
I'm afraid that you take more tyan is good for your 
health.” 

“Not more than I require for what I have to undergo 
to keep up the faith of my difciples ; but there are many 
who waver, some wito doubt, and I find that my move. 
ments are watched. I cannot trust the woman in this 
house. I think she is a spy set upon me, but I cannot 
remove her, as this house, and all which it contains, are 
not mine, but belong to the disciples in general, There 
is another woman, not far off who is my rival; she calle 
mo an impostor, and says that hers is the true unknown 
tongue, and mine is not. This will be rather diffieult 
for her to prove," continued she, with a mocking smile, 
“as neither are, or ean be, understood, Beset aa I am, 
I require your arsistance, for you must be aware that it 
in rather dixereditable to a prophetess, who has riven 
from the dead, to be seen, all day at the gin-shop, yet 
without stimulants now T could not exist,” 

* And how ean IT assist you ?"” , 

* By sending me, as medicine, that which I dare no 
longer pen in any other way, and keeping the secret 
which I have imparted,” 

*T will de both with pleasure; but yet,” said I, “ia it 
not a pity, a thousand pities, that one so young—and, if 
you will wllow me to add, so lovely, should give herself 
up to ardent spirits? Why," continued I, taking her 
small white hand, “why should you earry on the decap- 
tion; why sacrifice your health, and, I may say, your 
happiness "What more I might have said 1 know 
not, probably it might have beensan offer of marriage, 
but she cut me short, 

“Why does every body sacrifice their health, their 
happiness, their all, but for ambition and the love of 
power? It is true, as long as this little beauty lasts, I 
might be courted as a woman, but never should I be 
worshipped as—I may say—a god. No, no—there is 
something too delighttul in that adoration, something 
too pleasant in witnessing a crowd of fools stare, and those 
three times my age falling down and kissing the hem of 
my garment. This is, indeed, adoration! the delight 
arising from it is so great, that all other passions are 
crushed by it—it absorbs all other feelings, and has 
closed my heart even against love, Japhet. I could not, 
I would not debase myself, sink so low in my own esti- 
mation, as to allow so paltry a passion to have dominion 
over me; and, indeed, now that I am so wedded to sti- 
mulants, even if I were no longer a prophetess, it never 
could.” 

“ But is not intoxication one of the most debasing of 
all habits ?” 

“TI grant you, in itself; but with me and in my situa- 
tion it is different. I fall to rise again, and higher. I 
cannot be what I am without I stimulate—I cannot 
stimulate without stimulants, therefore it is but a means 
to a great and glorious ambition.” 

I had more conversation with her before I left, but 
nothing appeared to move her resolution, and I left her, 
lamenting, in the first place, that she had abjured leve, 
because, notwithstanding the orris root, which she kept 
in her mouth to take away the smell of the spirits, I 
found myself very much taken with such beauty of per- 








woman of her age.” I looked when she said this, and 


son, combined with so much vigour of minds and ia the 
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second, that one so youn should carry on a system. o} 
deceit and sdidunnaen When I rose to go vey 
se put five guineas in my hand, to enable me to pur- 

what che required. “Add to this one small fa- 
your,” said I, “ Aramathea—allow me a kiss.” 

“A kiss,” replied she, with scorn ; “ no, Japhet, look 
n me, for it is the last time you will behold my 
th; look upon me as a sepulchre, fair without, but 

sasavory and rottenness within. Let me do a greater 
kindness, let me awaken your dormant energies, and 

t that ambition in your soul, which may lead to all 

B that is great and good—a better path, and more worthy 
of » man than the one which I have partly chosen, and 
ly destiny has decided for me. Look upon me as 

r friend ; although, perhaps, you truly say, no friend 
to myself. Farcwell—remember that to-morrow you 
gill send the medicine which I require.” 

| left her, and returned home: it was late. I went to 
ed, and having disclosed as much to Timothy as I could 
safely venture to do, I fell fast asleep, but her figure and 
jer voice haunted me in my dreams. At one time she 

red before me in her painted enameled face, and 
then the mask fell off, and I fell at her feet to worship 
her extreme beauty ; then her beauty would vanish, and 
she would appear an image of loathsomeness and defor- 
mity, and I felt suffocated with the atmo.phere impreg- 
nated with tle smell of liquor. I would wake and com- 

myself again, glad to be rid of the horrid dream ; 
le again would she appear, with a hydra’s tail, like 

Sin, in Milton's Paradise Lost, wind herself round me, 
her beautiful face gradually changing into that of a skele- 
tm 1 cried out with terror, and awoke to sleep no 
nore, and effectually cured by my dream of the penchant 
vhich I felt towards Miss Aramathea Judd. 

The next day Lsent Timothy to pyrchase some highly 
netified white brandy, which I coloured with a blue 
ineture, and added to it a small proportion of the essence 
if cinnamon, to disguise the smell; a dozen large vials, 
arefully tied up and sealed, were despatched to her 
ihode, She now seldom called, Gnless it was early in 
the morning; I made repeated visits to her house to re- 
wive money, but no longer to make love. One day | 
requested permission to be prosent at their meeting, and 
io this she gave immediate consent; indeed we were on 
he most intimate terms, and when she perceived that I 
10 longer attempted to play the fool, 1 was permitted to 
main for hours with her in conversation, She had, as 
ho told me she intended, re-enameled and painted 
ber face, but knowing what beauty was concealed under. 
neath, I wo longer felt any disgust. 

Timothy was very much pleased at his share of this 
arrangement, aa he seldom brought her the medicine 
without pocketing half-a-crown, For two months all 
went on well, but Timothy had such curiosity to attend 
one of these meetings, that he himself asked Mias Judd's 

rpermission—it was granted; he went there with me, 
witnessed the scene of folly, duplicity, and credulity, 
and without my having any idea of what he intended, he 
formed a project in his own head by which to expose it; 
his love of’ fun overcoming all motives arising from inte. 
rest and prudence. 

We had some difficulty to obtain permission for both 
of us to go out, but Mr. Cophagus consented, as we had 
not had a holiday for the whole period we had been in 
his service. He staid at home, and we went to drink tea 
with Miss Judd, by appointment, as we asserted. But 
Timothy was determined to go a second time to the 
meeting, that he might put his projects into execution. 1 
again applied to Mr. Cophagus, little thinking that I was 
taking a step which would put an end to all the presenta- 
tion guineas which { received, in return for my supply- 
ing Miss Judd with the means of deceiving her disciples. 

“ Gut again,” said Mr, Cophagus, “ when—um—why 
—no, no.” 

I replied that we had free admissions presented to us 
for one of the minor theatres, and that we had never 
been to a theatre in our lives. 

“ Theatre—music—all for nothing—good—what's the 
play ?” 

“Mock Doctor, sir, and another.” 

“Mock Doctor—cut up profession—um—bad—very 
furmy, und so on. Go.” And so we went. 

* Timothy had not taken his basket of medicine on that 
day, as I thought, and he put it on his arm; but the 
rogue had delivered it before, still he carried his basket. 
The disciples were all collected when we arrived, and on 
our entering the drawing room, on the first floor, we 
found Miss Judd in her low pulpit, not a little the worse 
for liquor, but, nevertheless, all the better able to act her 
part. I took my place, as I generally did when I went 
there, behind the pulpit, where I perceived that a store of 
vials fullof my medicine were deposited, in case she should 


mischief-loving Timothy. Miss Judd had just com- 
menced her shrieks—* Ullima! Ullima! protocol par- 
bihi chron ton—Ullima! Ullima!—there is a little light.” 
Two old fools, with spectacles, were taking down the 
words which escaped from her lips onglarge books, al- 
ready filled with her former inspirations, of which they 
supposed that one day they were to reccive the key, 
Another dose from one of my bottles, which stood beside 
on the pulpit, and she again commenced her violent ges- 
tures and strange jargon—crying out, “'There is more 
light—Ullima! Ullima! Yes, there sure is light—is 
light ;” and then overcorhe with her violence and frantic 
gesticulations, she fell down, as they supposed, in a 
trance, in which she asserted she was permitted to View 
the mansions of the blessed. I received her into my 
arms, and laid her on the floor of the room, and now 
half a dozen old women, who considered that they also 
bad been favoured with the tongues, commenced a simul. 
taneous howl, enough to frighten away the evil spirit. 
At last they threw themselves down on the floor in ap- 
parent convulsions. Timothy ran to them, and pouring 
down their throats vial after vial, the contents of which 
they sucked in greedily, soon made them more outrage- 
ous, while the other disciples seated on each side of the 
room, on two long forms, cried out, “ A visitation, a 
visitation ! Hosannah to on high—Hosannah to the pto- 
phetess!” This blasphemy continued about half an 
hour, when Aramathea rose, as if recovered from her 
trance, but the liquor had had its effect; her gait was 
trembling, and she required my support to gain the pul- 
pit. She had just obtained her position, and, holding on 
by both hands, was about to address the meeting, when 
Timothy, who had purchased about two score of spar- 
rows, and had them concealed in his basket, opened the 
lid and let them all fly; they immediately flew to the 
lights, which they extinguished, and all was in darkness. 
To the howling of the drunken old women was now 
added the cries of alarm. ‘Timothy jumped on the table, 
and with a piece of phosphorus, which he had in a small 
vial of water all ready, marked out on his own clothes 
and person, rib after rib, bone after bone, until he ap. 
peared by degrees, to their astonished eyes, to form him- 
velf into a flery skeleton, ‘Then came shrieks of horror 
and dismay; the uproar was astounding. “ Beelzebul 
Alreddin !—Ullima! Ullima!—Avaunt Ashteroth !— 
Avaunt Ullima! my Ullima!—Prophetess, where are 
ou?” Up they all rose at last, for foar had hitherto 
held them to their seate—up they all rose, like two 
coveys of birda, to escape from the evil one, who, they 
imagined, had entered into theiv tabernacle; but ‘Timo. 
thy had walked behind the forme, and having procured 
about two dozen amall gimblets, had silently and unper. 
ceived, fixed every man and woman by their clothes to 
the long forma on which they had been seated, so thaty 
when they all got up the forms adhered to and cannected 
them all together, and the fall of one or two brought 
down all the rest, sprawling, kicking, and shrieking, on 
the floor, in their horror and dismay, It was a pande. 
monium—and Timothy, on the table, flaming in phos. 
phorus looked like Satan, when he called the fallen 
angels from the fiery gulf, For myself, aware of wha 
would take place, I drew the now almost insensible form 
of Aramathea away from the pulpit, and contrived to 
gain the door and carry her down stairs. ‘l'imothy, 
after adding one or two yells to increase the clamour 
and dismay, sprang from the table and followed me. 
Just as we had closed the parlour-door, the police burst 
in and ascended the stairs, and we took that opportunity 
to escape, carrying the insensible Aramathea between us. 
Notwithstanding some opposition, on the part of the 
crowd collected outside, we contrived to get clear of it, 
and at last gained the house of Mr. Cophagus. 

“ Ha!” cried he, opening the door, “ what’s all this? 
—young woman—run over—much hurt, and so on ?” 

“ Not very much hurt, sir, [ believe,” replied I, “ but 
very much frightened,” as wo earried hor into the back 
parlour, and laid her on the sofa. 

Mr. Cophagus proceeded to examine her ; he felt her 
pulse—he opened her eyclids—he smelt her breath, 
“Ah!” said he, “can't prescribe—bad woman—quite 
drunk—gin—um—compounds, and so on.” He then 
went to the door, called a watchman, ordered Miss Judd 
to be taken to the watchhouse, where she was locked up 
with all her disciples, who had preceded her. We dared 
not make any objections. ‘The next day I was informed 
by report of the exposure which had taken place, and 
never after that heard any more of Miss Aramathea 
Judd. 

I blamed Timothy very much for his unguarded be- 
haviour, but he defended himself, by observing that it 
was his duty to unmask hypocrisy so nefarious, and that 
there could be no good derived from money bestowed, as 








require them, a circumstance which did not escape the 


it had been on us, for such a pernicious confederacy. I 


could not deny the truth of his observations, and when 
I reflected, I bhished at the sums J had received and 
squandered away ; we continued to live in the greatest 
harmony, and I found favour more and more in the sight 
of Mr. Cophagus. 


(To be continued.) 


—>— 


EDITOR’S TABLE. 


Cyclopedia of Practical Medicine.-—Many 
of our readers are aware that this work is in 
course of publication by Carey, Lea & Blanch- 
ard, in parts of 112 pages each; five of these 
parts or numbers, constituting a goodly sized 
octavo of 560 pages, are now before us; the 
fifth number was published in October last. 
Though somewhat of a digression in us to call 
the attention of our readers to such a work, it 
is due to the highly respectable medical gentle- 
men who conduct it, and who are generally our 
fellow townsmen, to give it a passing notice, It 
is an attempt, the first of the kind in America 
to “ present a digest of the existing state of 
knowledge on all the branches of the healing 
art.”’ Tfow far the contributors have succeed- 
ed can only be appreciated by the profession; it 
is our duty to say to our distant readers, in what 
estimation it is held by those who know the wri- 
ters, and have read the work, which professes 
so much. Diligent enquiry, as it progressed, 
and recently, enables us to say, that it is in high 
repute among physicians, who find it admirably 
adapted for a book of reference; several have 
expressed it as their opinion, that it will be 
considered, when completed, indispensable to 
the practitioner, It is composed of original 
communications from distinguished medical 
inen, the name of the writer being appended to 
ouch article, who thus becomes responsible for 
his opinions, ‘Their names, well known to the 
profersion, it will be sufficient for usto record, 
with a recommendation of the work, eo far as 
an opinion, formed from the testimony of intel- 
ligent physicians, will be worth consideration. 
They are Drs. Franklin Bache, N. Chapman, 
Reynell Coates, D. IF, Condie, G, Emerson, E. 
Geddings, R. EB. Griffith, T. Harris, H. LL, 
Hodge, W. E. Horner, Samuel Jackson, J. C. 
Warren, Geo. B, Wood, and Isaac Hays; the 
latter gentleman is the editor. 


The Annuals.—T his city is overwhelmed with 
these frost work prettinesses, both of domestic 
and foreign manufecture; probably almost every 
body has laid in a stock by this time, thus mak- 
ing #guide in the shape of a notice of each un- . 
necessary. ‘The one which contains the best 
reading matter, is unquestionably Jennings’s 
Landscape Annual, occupied with a history of 
the Fall of Granada, written by Mr. Roscoe, 
in which he has dressed the truths of history in 
the garb of fiction. Although he has carried 
through the work a beautiful love story, while 
developing the history and character of the 
Moors, he has opened an abundant source of 
authenticated information for those who con- 
demn fiction, and who seek at once to arrive at 
the pure fountain of truth. ‘The slight tale in- 
troduced, will, in the estimation of general 
readers, be thought well calculated to relieve the 
historical portion, and to render the whole dou- 
bly inieresting. It will appear in our next 
number, where it is cause of regret that we 
cannot also imprint the views of the Alhambra, 


&c. &c. 


While on this subject, we may be permitted 
to copy from the November Monthly Review, 
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the annexed sentiments, to which in the main, 
we give our assent: — 


“When the first annuals appeared, every one felt 
that the title, the period of their publication, and the 
nature of their contents, on account of the variety of 
hands engaged in them, were happy concepticas, quite 
distinct from what might be their intrinsic merits. Like 
all striking and lucky ideas, they soon came to be hack- 
neyed to & degree and extent to make even what is real- 
ly good in some measure tasteless. So that when we 
hear of any thing in the shape of a new annual, the} 
mind naturally sets down the speculator a8 such a com- 
mon-place man--as such a banking-clerk sort of litera- 
teur, as operates’ considerably to the disparagement of 
his talents. This presumption no doubt is strengthen 
ed and enforced by the general styl and merits of tke 
literature to be found in these yearly visiters, of which, 
to say the best, prettiness is tie characteristic: or 
sweetness, the sweetness of snyar, without those ad. 
mixtures that comrounicate a finer and higher relish to 
the fare. Indeed, their figure, the binding, the embel- 
lishments, are exactly suited, to their literatare, and 
descriptive of their value | 

“It is at the same time srue, that our ablest and must} 
popular writers contribute to this family of works; 
and out of the variety of departments to which these 
belong, it might be held impossible for them to be des. 
titute of every species of excellence. But be it remem. 
bered, that the embellishments are the primary object, 
and that the literature wedded to them, is necessarily 
of a confined und corresponding character. The limit- 
ed field allowed each author admits not of surpassing 
efforts; whilst in the mere circumstance of appointed 
tupics, which of course are frequently presented to the 
contributors, there is a circumscribed and deteriorating 
influence. ‘These aro such apparent truths and facts 
that it is unnecessary to do more than name them, But 
what concerns us as guardians of the public taste, and 
historians of cotemporary literature, is to mark the 
influence which any one departnent has upon the sur 
rounding fields, at the same time that we measure ite 
own precise dimensions, And here we must declare 
that the arfnuals have bad directly and indirectly a ten. 
dency to lower the tone, and neutralise the originality 
of their writers, whilet they have diluted the taste of 
thoir readers, Ladependentiy of the reasune above as. 
signed for the inferior contributions of celebrated aus 
thors, thowe works have opened a receptacle for every 

wrion, old and young, who could prettily wield a pen, 
Fhe Annuals are, therefore, essentially boarding-school 
literature, to the exclusion, to a certain extent, of more 
worthy volumes, In the ordinary history of books, it 


jn only thowe that are very good and far above modioeri.} 


ty that live, or even obtain the binder's, much lew the 
painter's aud engraver's embellishments, Writers of 
mediocrity generally are allowed to die without having 
done much harm, or wasted the time of many readers, 
The Annuala, however, are uniformly possessed of many 
decorations, and are never destitute of some merito- 
rious papers; which circumstance, together with the 
varied character of their contents, arising from the va. 
riety of contributors, gives them a popularity that leads 
and keeps the taste of their multitadinous readers in an 
inferior school, Besides the Annuals, penny publica. 
tions and cheap libraries have figured greatly within 
these few years, But the latter have fur their object 
the utile instead of the dulee;—knowledgo rather than 
entertainment is their field, ‘These two departments 
are affected very differently by handling. Knowledge, 
the more that it is spread and cultivated, uniformly 
grows: it gathers health and vigour by diffusion; the 
more plain that it is made, the more is its beauty per- 
ceived, But sentiment sickens by fine spinning, and 
instead of aequiring fresh beauty, presents the yellow 
hue of dying nature. The Annuals are devoted to this 
most delicate field; and whilst at their very commence- 
ment they were exposed to all the evils named already 
by us, they have every year been necessarily: liable to 
the accruing weaknesses of continual handling. Ac- 
cordingly, we must say for 1835, though possessing all 
their family features, still they are more than ever weak- 
ly and consumptive. Even the pictorial embellishments 
are generally less striking, as if the artists were in some 
degree exhausted. And no wonder ; for the style that 
has become fashionable throughout the Annuals, is like 
what we should say becomes a generation of littl: men. 
The two which follow are exceptions in plan and execu- 
tion.” 


The exceptions are the above named, now in 


NEW BOOKS. 
Poems by Mrs. L. H. Sigourney.—This very 


neat and excellent volume from the press of 
Key & Biddle, will attract attention from all 
who appreciate native talents: such as Mrs. Si- 
gourney’s. Much of the poetry of the volume 
would be creditable to Mrs. Hemans, with whom, 
and even with Mrs. Jameson, she is ranked in the 
late London periodicals. We designed to have 
quoted two or three of the gems of this volume, 
but our space to-day is too limited. 

Mrs. Sherwood’s Works. Vol. VIIL—This 
is a miscellaneous and capital volume of a very 
popular series, requiring only to be known to 
be highly esteemed. It contains The Nua, for 
which so many have been seeking lately, and a 
number of shorter tales inculcating the best 
sentimenis; the Gypsey Babes and the Basket 
Maker, say young lady at our elbow, are 
«“ most delightful !” 

We really envy Mr. Lyman Cobb, who by 
the help of Harper & Brothers, has got his 
own likeness into * The Reticule and Pocket 
Companion,” a * Miniature Lexicon of the Eng. 
lish Language.” Turning to the “ Lexicon,” we 
find several words beginning COB—among these 
is * Cob’ swan, the head or leading swan,’’ Mr. 
Lyman Cobb is the head or leading swan of this 
lexicon, not of course ** Cobbléd” from Johnson 
and Walker, but a Cob-web of nice words suited 
to a lady's ridicule or pocket; how warm and 
enug Mr, Cobb must sleep this cold weather as 
he dreams of his portrait snugly pocketed in the 
reticules all over the Union, ‘This very neat 
aflair bas, in addition to Mr. Cobb's likeness, 
and words, and definitions, four short sentiments 
on every page, and when we add that there are 
818 pages, the reader may calculate the sum 
total of sentiment in the whole. Over the page 
containing “ Cob’awan,” wo find this displayed: 
“Groat sing require great repentance; Mr, 
Cobb must repent a long time before he oblite- 
rates the enormity he has committed. 

On the side of this same page, we find an 
admonition to ourselves; it is ® Grudge not an- 
other that which you cannot attaih yourself.” 
Now, modesty forbidding us to insert our own 
yhiz, we will not grudge Mr. Cobb his good 
quarters; but at the foot of the page, it is de- 
clared, “ Hasty resolutions seldom speed well;” 
was it not rather a hasty resolution to place a 
portrait ina reticule companion? The fourth 
sentiment on the same page, says; “ Good 
counsel is thrown away upon the arrogant and 
conceited; hoping that Mr. Cobb is neither the 
one or the other, we counsel hin to omit his 
portrait in the next edition, or else exclude such 
words as billet-douz,&c. At page 721, it is 
said, * I'he way by examples is short, by pre- 
cepts long;'’-~so it appears in this present no- 
tice, which we shai] cut short by remarking, 
that with the exception of Mr. Cobb’s portrait 
exhibiting the organ of self-esteem very promi- 
nently, it is a very good and desirable lexicon. 

satis 


List of New Books published in Loi.don to the 
latest dates. 


Recollections of the Eighteenth Century, from the 
French of the Marchioness de Crequy, 2 vols. Svo. A 
View of the present State of the Scilly Islands, by the 
Rev. G. Woodley, 8vo. On the Motion of Points, the 
second part of a new edition of a Trcatise on Dynamics, 
by W. Whewell, M. A. 8vo. Tylney Hall, by Thotnas 
Hood, 3 vols. post 8vo. Nuts to Crack, by the Author of 
“ Facetia Cantabrigiensis,” 12mo. Kidd’s Useful Li- 





the printer's hands, and the Oriental Annual. 





Library ; or Family Adviser, 18mo. The Ladies’ Ors, 
ur Complete Nursery-Book. Memoirs of Mis. aE 

4 vols. post 8vo. 2d edition. Anne Grey, edited by iy 
Author of “ Granby,” 3 vols. post 8ve, Citation Pee 
Examination of William Shakspeare and’ othe: 
Deer-stcaling, post 8vo. Helen, a Tale, new edition, 
Maria Edgeworth, 3 vols. post 8vo. A Treatise ont 
Nature of Cholera, by S. Brougham, 8yo. Poems, 
Mrs. G. G. Richardson, Second Series, Warleigh ;' 
the Fatal Oak, a Legend of Devon, 3 vols. History 
the Germanic Empire, by S. A. Dunham, Esq., L. L,? 
&e. Vol. I. (forming Voi. LX. of Lardner’s Cabinet ¢ 
clopedia), 12mo. Carrington’s Collected Poems, 2 w 
Byo. A Guide to Geology, by John Phillips, F.R. 8, 
S.,12mo. Supplement to the second edition of i 
M'Culloch’s Commercial Dictionary, 8yo.. Lectures ; 
Surgery, by W. Lawrence, 12mo. Bubbles from t 
Prannens of Nassau, third edition, 12mo. Autobiogr 
phy of a Dissenting Minister, 8vo. The Siege of Vienr 
forming Vol. XII. of the “ Library of Romance,” 12m 
The Life of the Emperor Napoleon, with an Append 
containing an Dxumination of Sir W. Scott's Lite ' 
Napoleon Bonaparte, Vol. I. royal 8vo. Bulwer’s Frane 
second edition, 2 vols, 8vo, ‘Thellwall’s Thoughts }» 
Affliction, second edition. 


-— 

New American Publications. 
Hours for Heaven; a small but choice selection ri 
se from eminent divines of the Church of Knglan: 

210s 

Biographia Litoraria; or Biographical Sketches of m 
Literary Life and Opinions. By 8.'T. Coleridge, & 
cond American edition, 1 vul. 8vo. pp. 351. New York 
Leavitt, Lord & Co. 1834, 

A Commentary on the Book of Psalms; on a pla 
ombracing the Hebrew text, with a new literal version 
By Georgo Bush, Professor of Hebrow and Oriental lite 
rature in the New York University, New York 
Leavitt, Lord & Co, 1834, 

Pleasing God; or a Guide tu the Conscientious, B 
oy Philip. 1 vol. L2mo, pp. 216. Now Yorks Joh 

iloy. 

Rookwood, a Romance, 2 vole, 12m0, Philadelphia 
‘arey, Lea & Co, 1854, 

looms, by Meg. L. Hh. Sigourney, 1 vol. 12mo, Phila 
delphias Key & Biddle, Ladd, 

Mrs. Sherwood's Works, Vol, VIL, 12m. pp. 4l4 
Now York: Harpers, 

The Ladioa Reticule Companion, or Little Lexicon of 
the English Langnage, Ny (?) Lyman Cobb, New 
York: Rarpers. Jes, 


——— 

Traditions of the American Revolution—We 
ask particular attention to the firat number of 
Traditions of the American Revolution, contain 
ed in the “ Library” to-day, extracted from the 


United Service Journal, We know of nothing 
of the kind of superior interest reapeeting the 
war of Independence ; coming from the quar- 
ter it does, it must be considered temperate and 
creditable to the British officer who ia the author. 
The letters of Washington are striking and cha- 
racteristic; that of Lady Asgill to Major Gor- 
don, has few superiors in our language, 
—~——- 

The Waldie Annual Message has been post- 
poned till next week, as more appropriate to 
the opening than the closing of a volume, and 
also to allow every department to make a 
satisfactory ctatement Of its affuirs abroad and | 
at home. 





—<>— 


Our fourth volume being now closed, it is 
proper to observe that a new year will be entered 
upon by those concerned in the work, with re- 
newed energy, called forth by its eminent suc- 
cess and rapidly increasing circulation. 

The first number of 1835, will be issued next 
week on the usual day of publication, but will be 
dated, for the sake of uniformity in the volumes, 
on the first of January. 

It will be sent, as already stated, to every sub- 
scriber who has not ordered a discontinuance. 
After which the names of those who have not 





brary ; or Invalid’s Companion, 18mo. Kidd’s Domestic 
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paid will be erased. 
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